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Of Court, and suitors' press, apart enjoys
Freedom and mirth, himself, his time, and friends,
And with sweet relish tastes each hour he spends.

I could remember how his noble heart
First kindled at your beauties; with what art               70

He chas'd his game through all opposing fears,
When I his sighs to you, and back your tears
Convey3d to him; how loyal then, and how
Constant he prov'd since to his marriage-vow;
So as his wand'ring eyes never drew in                         75

One lustful thought to tempt his soul to sin:
But that I fear such mention rather may
Endle new grief, than blow the old away.

Then let him rest, join'd to great Buckingham,
And with his brother's mingle his bright flame.            80

Look up, and meet their beams, and you from thence
May chance derive a cheerful influence.
Seek him no more in dust, but call agen
Your scattered beauties home; and so the pen
Which now I take from this sad elegy,                         85

Shall sing the trophies of your conquering eye.

AN ELEGY UPON THE DEATH OF DOCTOR DONNE,
DEAN OF PAUL'S

CAN we not force from widow'd poetry,

Now thou art dead, great Bonne, one elegy

To crown thy hearse?   Why yet dare we not trust,

Though with unkneaded dough-bak'd prose, thy dust,

Such as the unscissor'd churchman, from the flower      5

Of fading rhetoric, short-liv'd as his hour,

Dry as the sand that measures it, should lay

Upon thy ashes on the funeral day ?

Have we no voice, no tune ?   Didst thou dispense

Through all our language both the words and sense ?   10

*Tis a sad truth.   The pulpit may her plain

And sober Christian precepts still retain;

Doctrines it may, and wholesome uses, frame,

Grave homilies and lectures; but the flame

Of thy brave soul, that shot such heat and light          15

As burnt our earth, and made our darkness bright,

Committed holy rapes upon our will,